TRAVEL-DIARY

ually: 4We think this,' Ve decided that/ and 6I said to the
Generalissimo,9 cthe Generalissimo said to me,9 although
neither can speak the other's language. Donald's well-
known ignorance of Chinese has, no doubt, been a great
protection to him in this country of plots and secrets. He
hears no more than is good for him to hear. He is the man
whom everybody can trust.

As we were going he asked us about our plans. We told
him of our proposed journey to the north. Donald looked
dubious and shook his head: 'Well, I wish you luck. But
it's a hard road. A hard road.' He paused, then added, in a
lower, dramatic tone: 'You may have to eat Chinese food.'

We laughed. He might have been about to warn us
against nameless horrors, 'But surely', asked Auden, 6you
eat it yourself?'

'Chinese food!' Donald's face contracted with disgust.
'Never touch the stuff! It ruins my stomach.'

March 11

Mr. Donald has given us an introduction to General von
Falkenhausen, the chief of Chiang Kai-shek's German
military advisers. This afternoon I took a rickshaw and
started out to look for his headquarters.

They were somewhere out in the old Japanese Conces-
sion, at the far end of the Bund. But the address had been
mis-spelt, and we wandered backwards and forwards for a
long time. Many of the houses in this part of the city have
been commandeered by the Chinese Army since their
owners fled to Japan, Soon after the outbreak of war, the
police made a raid and discovered that the Concession had
been the centre of a big illicit drag-traffic.

All along the streets raw recruits were being drilled*
They were mere boys, awkward-looking and unnaturally
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